slang called "Good troupe-ers", and the charm and
sweetness of Macedonia were welcome. It was so
different being under a remarkable man, good at three
of the arts, and able to fuse them into a fourth, from
being under old Garbage and pestered by Anthrax.
Now Sosthenes called for her, and led her out of
Macedonia's room.

'Watch my entrances and exits," Macedonia cried.
"Watch everything I do, and bludgeon me for it."

"I shall watch everything you do," Theodora said.

"You will," Sosthenes said. "She is the wonder of her
time. YouVe not seen her lately?"

"Not since the Old Winter Palace."

"She's as far changed from that," Sosthenes said, "as
the Bird of Paradise is from its egg."

He led her through the manager's door into the vast
auditorium, which rose up tier upon tier in a blur of
faces and bright colours. He led her past the side of the
great white marble orchestra, and by a gangway through
the massed music, all in the blue and white of the
Sosthenes company. The conductor was tapping his
chin with his baton as he waited for the signal.

"Let us sit here, now," Sosthenes said, showing her to
one of the marble seats usually kept for the chief City
Magistrates.

The conductor saw his signal, stepped to his box,
tapped, and at once the overture began.

Ever since she had entered the theatre, Theodora had
known that the direction was something both new and
splendid. It was not only beautiful to every eye, it was
ruled, ordered, cleanly cut, and in all things exquisite.
She noted that before the music began all people were in
their seats. Now she saw that the gangways were gated;
late-comers were shut out. The illusion which Sosthenes